114          THE TALE OF  BEOWULF

The sun slop'd from the southward; so dreed

they their journey.
And went their ways stoutly unto where the earls'

refuge,
The banesman of Ongentheow all in his burgs

there,

The young king of war, the good, as they heard it,
Was dealing the rings. Aright unto Hygelac 1970
Was Beowulf's speeding made knowen full

swiftly,
That there into the house-place that hedge of

the warriors,

His mate of the linden-board, living was come,
Hale from the battle-play home to him house-
ward.
Then rathe was beroomed, as the rich one was

bidding,
For the guests a-foot going the floor all within-

ward.
Then sat in the face of him he from the fight

sav'd,

Kinsman by kinsman, whenas his man-lord
In fair-sounding speech had greeted the faithful
With  mightyful  words.     With  mead-skinking

turned                                                    i960

Through the high house adown the daughter of

Haereth: